AFTER   EVEREST
car. They returned that evening with the news that the
cholera was far worse in the isolated villages than we
supposed. So our Mission car, with a doctor and an orderly
and a large box of medicines, went next day. Sometimes
we had two cars out.
We used to go along the roads, calling out every half-
mile or so, " Is the cholera here ? "
" Yes, in the next house."
" Government doctor been round ? "
" Not to-day, but he came yesterday."
We dismount and look at the case. It is a new one,
just begun an hour ago. We take his name and age and
give him a bottle of medicine—" sixty drops in that much
water every hour from now till evening." They do not
understand, so we give him his first dose, holding up his
poor weak body with one hand and pouring the medicine
down his throat with the other. The family have got to
carry on. " Good-bye. Don't be frightened. This is the
best medicine in the world."
" There is some cholera in a village over there, two
miles off the road. Thirty cases died last week, and there
are over twenty new ones to-day."
" Right you are, we'll come ; but one of you must show
us where the cholera is."
Back to the car for some more medicine and a hat,
and the two or three of us tramp across the scorching '
ground, sometimes under the welcome shade of coco-nut
palms, the orderly carrying on his head the box of medicines
and disinfectants. At last we arrive at the village ; but
where is our guide ? Is this the right place ? Not a soul
about; not a door open. There at last we see the man
who was showing us the way; he has stopped a hundred
yards back.
" Heh, come on ;  is this the place ? "
" Yes, but I can't come any nearer or the cholera devH
will get me."
" Come on, man, don't be a fool;  we're going into the
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